The Tragcif * 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that i 
Who hath defcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Sixorfeuenthoufandis their -greateft number* 
King. W hy , our battalian trebles that account, 

Befides that,a Kings name'is a Tower of ftrengthj . 
Which they vpon the aduerfe party want i 
VpAvith my Tent there valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage or the field, * 

Call for fomemen of found diredion,* 

Lets want no difeipline make no delay, 

Tor Lords to morrow is a bufie day, Exeunt* ■ 

Enter Richard with the Lords » 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat. 

And by the bright fracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

Where is Sir William Brandon, hz fhallbeare my ftanderd^ 
Th’6 Earle of Eerpbrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good nightto him. 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, . . 

Defire the Earle to fee-me in myTent. _ 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goeft. 
Where is ’Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know 1 
Blunt . Vnleffe 1 bauemiftaine his colours much, 
Which.well I amaffutd 1 haue not done. 

His regiment liethhalfe a mile at lea ft. 

South from the mighty power of the King* .v 
Rich. '.If without perrill it be pofftble, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him -from me-thismoft needfull fcrowle* 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , He vndertakeit* 
’Rich. Farewell Good Blunt*. 

Giue me fomeJnke andpaperin my Tent, 
lie draw the forme and moale of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, > 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Come let vs confult vpon the morrowes bufinefie, -2 
InourTent, the aire is raw and cold- . 

Enter King R tchardJ^QT * Ratcliff? ffdtcsby* 
King. Whatisaclccke.’ 


Cat 


r At if ; s fixof the clocke, full fupper-time. 

Kin.l will not fup to night, giue me feme Inkeand Papes 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all things are in readmeffey 
Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge , 

Vie carefull watch,chufe trufty Centinell, 

1 Afor.Igoemy Lord. „ 

Kin. Sturwith the Larke to morrow gentle Norydke* 

* Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin* Catesby * 

IW.MyLord. 

Kin. Send oucaPurfeuantat armes 
to Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
-Before Sumrifingdeaft his fonne Georgb fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

, looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy K At dtp 

Ktn. S*we ft chon the me lancholly L« AT onhuynberland i 
Rat.Tboma* the Earle of Surrey, andhimfelfc. 

Much like C.ockflhut time/from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Kin. So I am fetisfied, giue me a boule of W inc, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue 2 
Set it downe,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

R*f. It is my Lord. 

Kin. Bid my guard watch,leaue me, 

Ratcliffc about the mid ft ofnightcometo mjfc tent 
And helpe to arme me,leaue me I fay. Exit R a** 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Lar. Fortune and vi&ory fit on thy helme* 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law. 

Tell me how fa res our noble mother ? 

Dar, I by atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 

[Who prayes continually for Richmonds good 

L - . So 







